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<tA pleafant (fomedy> of 

Some do that thing,fome do this, 

All do fomething,nonc amis. 

Sir Hugh , I finell a man ofmiddlc earth. 

Fal.G od bleffe me from that weleh Fairy. 
jg/w.Looke cuery one about this round. 

And if that any here be found, 

For his preemption in this place. 

Spare neither legge,arme,head ,nor face. 

Sir Hugh. See I hauc fpied one by good lucke, 
HU body man, his head a Buck. 

F4.G od fend me good fortune now, and I care not. 
Jguick. Go ftrait,and do as I command, 

And take a Taper in your hand. 

And fet it to bis fingers ends, 

And if you fee it him offends. 

And that he ftarteth at the flame. 

Then is he mort all, know his name : 

If with an F.it'doth begin. 

Why then be fore bee's full of finne. 

About |t then, and know the truth. 

Of this fame metamorphofed youth. 

Sir Hugh, Giue me the T apers,I will try 
And if that he louc venery. 

They put the Torches to his fingers, and he fiarts. 
Sir Hugh.Tis right indeed, he is Full of lecheries 
and iniquitie. 

Quick A little diftant from him Band, 

And euery one take hand in hand, 

And compaflc him within a ring, 

Firft pinch him well, and after fing. 


the merry iViues of JVmdfor . 

Here they pinch him, and fing about him, and the Devour 
comes one way and fteales away a boy tn red, 4nd Slen- 
der another way Retakes a boy ingreene : And Fenton 
fteales Miftris Anne , beeing in white. And a noije Oj 
bunting is made within j and all the Fames run away . 
Falftaffe puls off his Bucks head,andri/es vp.A*d en- 
ters M.Page, M. Foord, and their wiues , M. shallow , 

Fal: Horne the hunter quoth you : am I a ghoft ? 
Sblood the Fairies hath made a ghoft of me : 

What, hunting at this time at night ? 
lie lay my life the mad Prince of wales 
Is ftealing his fathers Dcare. 

How now who haue we here, what is all Wind] or flir- 
ting ? Are you there ? 

shd.GoA fauc you fa John Falftaffe. 

Sir Hugh. God plefle you fir Iohnfi od plefle you. 
Page. Why how now fir John, what a pairc of horns 
in your hand? 

jto’.Tbofe horns he meant to place vpon my head. 
And M .Brooke and he (houldbe the men : 

Why how now fir John , why arc you thus amazed t 
Weknow the Fairies man that pinched you. 

Your throwing in the Thames, your beating well, 

And what’s to come fir Jhhnfiazt can we tell. 

MifrPa. Sir John tis thus, your difhoneft meanes 
To call our credits into queftion. 

Did make vs vndertakc to our beft. 

To turnc your lewd luft to a merry ieft. 

Fal. left, tis well,hauc Iliued to thefc ycares> 

To he gulled no w,no w to be ridden ? 
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